




















ROBISON 
HARRIS 


VONGARMBRDEER 





Wiis see 





IT'S AGOOD Day. ar ee 
= LEAST ASIT STARTS. F 
LS 
FOR BARRY O'PARE. 


«A NEWLY 
WARM CLAIRE. 


ELLE 
TO CHANGE. 





i 
CLARENCE 
O'DARE. 
12:02 FM. 














HOW IN THE HELL re You 
SCORE THOSE a 
MY WIFE, GO" 
THEM MONTHS AGO. 
NING, 


ANP SHE ISA 
LOOOVE MACHINE 
WHEN THE LIGHTS 


MY OLD LADY WOULDN'T 
Ppteed TO DO THAT FOR ME IN 
A MONTH OF SUNDAYS. NEVER 
MIND THE TICKETS, CLAR. HOW DID 
YOu SCORE A WOMAN LIKE THAT? 


















































ACITIZEN OF THE: 
OPAL. TONY FLORENCE. 
3:15 PM. 


TONY LOOKS AT WOOD, 
STAINED PARK LIKE 
MS HEART, AND GLEAM- 
ING BRIGHT LIKE HIS: 
DEAD WIFE'S EYES, 


THE WOOD 1S THAT OF 

THE PIANO THAT HIS 

WIFE JENNY PLAYED 
ANP LOVED. 


A FEW PHOTOS AND 
THIS ARE ALL HE HAS 
LEFT TO REMEMBER 


PP», 
ae BG 
PSEC t= Me 


TWO YEARS SINCE THE PLANE 
CRASH ANP THE PHONE CALL 
IN THE NIGHT THAT AWOKE TONY 
TO TELL HIM OF IT, NO GRIEF. 
JUST AN ACHING ABSENCE 
INGIPE. INSTEAD OF GRIEF, HIS 
HEART WENT COLD AND DARK LIKE 
THE PIANO WOOP. ANP THAT WAS 
THAT. A 


THE FIRE HADSPREAD 
FROM THE GAS STATION, 
TWO BUILPINGS OVER, 
WHERE ONE OF THE 

| MIST GANG'S CRIMES 
poAscid AWEY THE 
STATION'S TANKS HA, [aaa 

BLOWN. 


TONY CAN SMELL 
THE SMOKE OUT- 
SIDE HIS APARTMENT. 
VULCAN'S GLOW (S AT 
EVERY WINPOW. 


THEY'D 
BEEN 
CLEARING 


ANYONE IN 
THERE 7! COME 









































WE GOTTA 
GET EVERYONE OUT 
OF HERE! 















































GO THAT WAY! 
DOM'T RUN! 





















































YES. I'M READY. 
I NEEDEDA 
MOMENT TO COLLECT 
SOME THINGS... YOU 
KNOW, IMPORTANT 
PAPERS AND,, 


BUT YOU'RE NOT ‘RE HELPING THE OLD WOMAN, 
LISTENING! MY BIRD! RS, LOWE, FROM NEXT POOR. 
/ 

LOSING THE MY PET BIRD! HENRY! 
PIANO IS LIKE —>- 

LOSING HIS 
WIFE ALL 
OVER AGAIN. 

NOW. THE 

SADNESS 

COMES. 


NO TIME! 
COME ON! WE 
GOTTA GET 

YOU OUT! 


HER ANDHER DAMN 

PARROT, HIS VOICE. 
HIS STUPIP 
REPETITIONS. 


ANP LOWE WAS NO 
KINDLY SOUL. A MEAN, 


aed OLD WOMAN. MF es. ec 
COMPLAINING WHEN w 
TONY MADE NOISE, BUT bes pO MLE Be 


Ye LONE. NO MORE 
Tees Ce y is THAN THE OLO WOMAN 
IT AWOKE HIM TOO. DESERVES. MEAN 


OLD BITCH. SHE'LL 
EARLY, OR KEPT HIM 
FROMSLEEP 00 LATE. BEALONE: 


WELL, HENRY 
WON'T BE WAKING 
ANYONE 


ee, 





oe 
YOURE NOT 
LISTENING 
TOME... 






PARROT! HE'S 
erik INaHE BUILDING! LIKE THE WOOP ON THE PIANO, AND 
€ GOT [ese BACK , ES AND HER SMILE AND 
MAND GET HENR’ HER SUNNY WAYS... 










NO ONE SHOULD 
Have Cae eee THE 














Vj NY 
LUCY COLLING 7 
DOESN'T WANT 
Y 
1 


NM 
N 


\ 


| 
‘ 


S 














NURGING MR. BAILEY 
WAS es 
GENTLEMAN, ANE NO J 
bi |. ANP NOW 7 
HE'S DEAD. aan 


BUT LUCY 
CAN'T DIE. 


YOU BEING ALIVE, 
REPORT WHAT 


RED BAILEY, 
RETIRED 
PO! 


Ee 
COMMIS- 
SIONER. 


LUCY'S DEATH IS AN 
AFTERTHOUGHT 
TO ANOTHER CRIME. 

















MASON O'PARE. 
12 HAVE MADE HIM 
THE QUIET ONE. 5 


OUEST, 
MALO OF THE < 





wort, 
x 
Ro 
Pray 
gu 


cy 








a 


RRY O/ DARE. 


J R \ 
WL BE i TEkee aLivays 
OKAY? } DOING CRAZY 
STUNTS LIKE 
THAT. 


SOME STIFFNESS : 
TO THE SHOULPER, FORA HIM AND My SISTE NO STUNT DOUBLE. 
WHILE, PROBABLY. LITTLE WERE GYMNASTS I'M THE SMART 
MORE THAN THAT, THROUGHOUT SCHOOL, ONE OF THE 
THOUGH AND MASON USES IT FAMILY.., 
TO GET CREATIVE, 
SOMETIMES. 















$0 Whe S WRONG 
To. 1 WHO'S i 
YOU ARE EVERY TIME YOU START 
SO $4 # To WRONG. THIS, WE ##11$GET/INTO 
NO WAY. NOTIN IT. AND EVERY TIME WE 
A MILLION LIFE- START THIS I'M RIGHT 
TIMES. AND YOU'RE SO VERY, VERY 
DHHTo WRONG. 


MATT O'DARE. 









NO #106," BLES! Tie CONESION OF 
Jo G!! LES! he 
WAY SWEENEY TOBE ZI wone ph ee oe gre 
WEIR MUSIC DEMON BARBER. INCREDIBLE. 
we 


WEI MUSICAL THAN 
INTO (OOPS! ? ALL YOU GOT 1S 
i THE WOCES: ar WiTOnES AND PRINCESSES 
| AND S481) LIKE THAT! 


HEY, HEY, HEY, YOU AND THE SCORE IS 
To G-- YOU CANNOT CLEANER AND BETTER ¥¢#/!¢ 
CONCEIVED THAN SWEENEY 
NARRATIVE PURITY OF SHH Ao !! TODD! d 
THE EUROPEAN ##$!1¢ 
FOLK TALE! 





LOOK AT 
ME, MATT! 


LOOK AT 
WHAT I AMS 


IS THE LIFE 
YOU LIVE THE 
LIFE YOU WISH 

TOLEAP#¢ 

















ALL OF YOu. GET 
AWAY FROM THE STASH, 
ROP YOUR WEAPONS 
AND TURN AROUND. 


«a THERE |S NO WAY 
BERNADETTE PETERS 
BEATS ANGELA. 













ARE YOu 





DOES! PETERSISTHE J 
SONDHEIM 
PERFORMER! 


ao] 


YOU'RE /N ON THIS! IN 
FACT, IT WAS YOUR IDEA TO 
USE THE CONFUSION OF THE 


MIST'S CRIMES TO GIVE US EASY 
UP THE Z 


TRYING TO TAKE IT ALL, Auh, ‘SIDES, YOU'RE 
MATT? S'THAT IT? ALL WRONG ABOUT 
— SONDHEIM. 


I WAS INONTHIS 
NO MORE. HAD ME A 
TURNABOUT IN 

THINKING. 


By, 
aN 
+) 


& 


Weion 
5 CANE 





NOONE Pis- 
PATCHED HIM 
BO 


NO ORD 
FROM ON HIGH. 





ay} 
A 














KOs YN C* 





HELLO AGAIN. ISN'T 
ITA WONPERFUL 
EVENING? 





DY=y-[elant-]amaclele 


“THIS 1S WHAT 
SOME 
LOOKS LIKE” .- ie 





we 


